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CHAPTER Xlll.—Continued.
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“Peter §8 hedging about referring to
Jhe foet that Craven put up a very
prompt protest when you told me to
tuke the necklnce Into the sunlight and
sutlsty myself."

“Yes," Peter ndmitted gloomlly.

“18 the evidence complete enough?”
Mrs, Heggurstaft  questioned gently.
“We didn't want to tell you this, Betty.
For wy own part, I'd rather you bad
conspired with Tad to smuggle—"

“Don't " pleaded the unhappy wom-
an. Bending forward, elbows on knees,
ghe stared somberly at the carpet, “But
how," she psked after a moment, “do
¥ou gecount for that perfect counter-
felt 7"

“Stmply,” Quoln replied, “after that
affulr of Thursday night, on my own
responsibllity 1 sent o wireless to Parls,
to Cottler's, In Betty's name. The an-
swer came throngh Triday niglt, say-
fng that the orlgianl owner had sold a
paste duplicate to o dealer in articles
de Paris, which he In turn hud sold to
n chanee customer—definite descrip-
tlon unovallable—the same day that
the renl neclloce wos taken from Cot-
tler’s by your ngent.”

“It seems Incredible.
Tud Craven!”

“Yon forget how little we know of
him,'" the Dowager Drogon put In,

“Know of him7' Betty protested,
looking up.  “Why, everybody knows
Tad Craven ! Go out nmong our friends
awd try to find one who belleves he
would do anything dishonest.”

“And still, I insist, you forgeir how
little we know of him. Hark back lnto
your memory, my deur. How long have
we known him? Twelve or fifteen yeurs
nt most, How did he come to know
ws? Through introductions to a few
clubs, Indorsed by Lord Evesden—who
wns later drommed out of town for
card cheating, and never came back,
But Tud Craven stuck, He didn't chent,
und hie wos amusing, and as long us he
was personable, agreeuble nnd seemed
to have money nobuly bothered about
his pedigree."”

“I've been looking Craven up,"” Quoln
supplemented. “Listen!" He began to
read from a tiny memorandum hook
“Clume to New York In '03 with a Brit-
Ish musienl comedy company. His wife,
Lutty Oraven, fell 111 during the run of
e plece and died In a public hospital
of quiek consumption. After that Cra-
ven got a Job with some show which
perished on the ropnd,  When he turned
up ngaln he was truining with o gong
of professional sharpers with whom he
played a fow turns on the transatlontic
ferry route us cupper, But he dropped
that before he becnme known to the
pollee,  Loter he woas running with a
guy Lord Evesden; but shook him as
soon a8 he felt solld In New York and
those ugly whispers began to go round
ubout Evesden's play, ‘The rest s
mainly ¢ircumstantinl damnation.”

Quoin put away his notebook and be-
gun Lo tiek off his polnts on his fingers,

“It may not heve escaped you that
there've been some pretty stiff burglop-
fes nmeong our friends o the last twelve
years or so. They weren't frequent;
but they were all big houls, and every-
one wons well planned and culminated
In nelean getawany, And It 8o huppens,
when one comes to look Into it, that
Craven was especlally thick with all
the peaple victimized. The biggest coup
wis the theft of the Joachim collee-
tlon, worth several hundred thousand
dollars. Now Lydia Craven, when she
came abourd the Alsatla, was wearing
& cameo from the Joachim collectlon
which she sald her futher hnd glven
her on her fifteenth birthday, Disereet
pumping on the part of Mrs. Beggur-
ALLfT hos shown that date to have fallen
Just three months after Jouchim wus
robbed, Ineldentally, the cameo disap-
peared n4 soon as Lydla and Craven
met on board, There's a sinlster thread
running all through the history of
Thaddeus Craven,"

His volee tralled off into sllence.
Mrs. Merrilees was eying hiim steadlly.

“You never got nll that Information
together dince mornlng?" Mrs, Beggar-
stafl prompted,

“No,” Quoln admitted. *“I've had
my eye on Craven for some time"

“Why?" the old woman demanded
bluntly, “What muade you first suspect
him?"

“Well,” replied Quoln, “he never
rang true to me; and when It began to
be rumored that he was a candldate
for Betty's hand—I felt sure he wasn't
worthy of her, and made up my mind
to be sure before forbldding the
bonns,"

" After a pause Betty locked up defl-

Of aull men—

| anfly. *Tt does make me out a bit of
nn [dlot, doesn't 1t?"

"Nonsense! We were all taken in”

Peter protested.  “Look how T've al-
Lways stuck up for Tad! But there's
(ona thing I want to say: He may he
| o rvotter, and nll that sort of thing;
but that girl of his 18 as stralght and
filne n proposition—"

“Do hush, Peter! We all know
you're in love with her. But what Is
all this to me?" Betty protested with a
break In her volce, "I hope you're
rlght, Peter, and I hope If you are you
moy be happy. But what about me?
To you, all old friends, I can talk
nbout this terrible thing. But what
ubout the outsiders? My name linked
with thut of a common eriminal's—oh,
| I nm ashamed, ashamed "

Unknown to her, the Dowager Drag-
on was nodding vigorously to Quoln.
This last rose awkwardly, and spoke
with a hesitation uncommon In him,

“If you'll leave It to me, Betty," he
suggested almost timidly, “I think 1
enn arrange matters with Craven and
recover your necklace tonlght, quite
withont publiclty. And"—he glanced
at hls watch—"It's a quarter of eleven.
If I'm to do anything, I bave no time
to lose,"

CHAPTER XIV.

True to her Instinct for the dramnatie
moment, when the telephone Interrupt-
ed Mrs, Beggarstuff answered with no
apparent emotlon and pothlng more
than o noncommittal “Yes?' followed
at a brief Interval by “Yes, If youn
please, nt once.” Then, hanging up the
recelver, she set herself artfully to de-
Iny Mrs, Merrllees. *This Is all very
well,” she announced with complacent
determination; “but I want to know
what real evidence you have got
ngninst Craven,”

“Nothing,” Quoin admitted, “beyond
clreumstantlal evidence, whieh, how-
ever well grounded, woulda't hold to-
gether a minute under the annlysis of
any able-bodied criminal lawyer.”

“No nctuanl proof?”

“Not a whit, You may be sure Cra-
ven never took an actlve hand In any
of these nffairs: merely efgineered
them with his Inside Information and
superor Intelllgence, DBe sure, too,
that whenever u job was pulled off he
wns always consplenously somewhere
else,"

“Then what do you propose dolng?"

“Why—Betty permitting—scure him
&llly and run him out of town. I don't
think we want more than that—aslde
from the necklnce."

“That will content me,” Mrs, Merrl-
lees gffirmed.

Here a knock fell on the door, and
the Downger Drogon, for all her pro-
tested Inflrmity, rosé with the spryness
of yéuth.

"No, don't go yet. It's only some-
thing I've been expecting. And I want
one word more with you—about the
glrl Lydia, Whatever you do, under-
stand, I won't have her rum out of
town, or annoyed, or frightened, or
H-treated in any way."

With thls she disappeared down the
hallway., Followed n sound of volces
murmuring.

Quoin nnd Mrs, Merrllees lingered In
doubt and sllence, the guze of each
secking the other's; while, to one slde,
by these two forgotten, Peter Traft
walted, watching, some lttle sadness
und envy In lils heart.

Not thut he grudged Quoln the guer-
don of n lifetime's unselfish devotion;
but he felt quite justified in envylng
them the happloess that wans to be
theirs, If he could ever hope to see
Lydia Creaven look up Into his fuce as
Betty Merrllees was Just then looking
up at Quoin—

Betty, In a melting humor and a
gown representing the finest flower of
the Rue de la Paix, to Peter's fancy
cut o figure that ﬂlled your eye, And
in such matters Peter esteemed him-
self u distingulshed amateur,

But once Lydia Craven had entered
the drawing room DPeter no longer
cared to look at Betty, A fellow's got
only a certain limited amount of eye-
slght, after all, and It's no good wast-
lng It on anything he isn't really crazy
about.

In the severity of her street dress

the girl's figure had a graclousness that
even Betty's couldn't shadow. And
Lydin's face, set ngalnst the dorkness
of one of those trim lttle hoats which
In those days were just begioning to
oust the art-nouvenu-coul-hod enormi-
tles—Lydin's ruddy halr, the transpar-
ent pallor of her brow, the fine glow
In cheeks fresh from the ralny night,
her dark and nnimated eyes brighten-
ing with surprise nnd half-timid plens-
ure—tnken nitogether Peter thought
Lydla's falrness was to Betty's as sun
to candlelight,
- But with delight apprehension was
mixed in his mind. There were still
some phases of life Peter hadn't fath-
omed ; for one, the antagonlsm within
the sexes—within the sex, rather; for
It wons the attitudes often adopted
toward one another by the most ami-
able and delightful of women that per-
plexed hig understanding,

Now, with real provocation on her
afde, what would be Belty's attitude
toward thig rival beauty?

His sollcitude was wasted, Bither
he underestimater the generosity of

Betty, or Lydia's lngenuousness dis-
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| thelr meeting: they went wt once =
ueh other's. arme,

“It's #o good o Aind you Iu&o. Bétty.
Oh, good evening, Mr.. Quoln—Mr,
Traft, good evening. The best part (s,
I thought you were stopping here, and

waa n  déspalr when I found you

weren't.,"

"It's dear of you; but—"

“1 was so anxious to glve you—this |"
As ghe spolte the puzzle box left Lyd-
In's kéeping Noally and for pll time,

Betty Merrilees uttefed a low cry.

“This?" she questioned In a atrange

voice. “What?"
“Mugt I say?' Lydia laughed, "I
don't belleve you really want me to—"

“Not my necklace!” -the woman
gn‘ped. [ . : \
“There! ‘I didn't teli—dld I, Mra.

Begguarstaft 1"

“No, dear child; but we knew all the
time.”

Incontinently Lydia was over-
whelmed by n very unexpected, un-
called-for, motherly and protracted
embrace; which, while. it didp't lack
affectlon, served ns well the most dip-
lomatie purpose of preventing the girl
from notieing Betty's half-hysterical
attempts to open the puegle box and
that the Dowager Dragon was making
slgnificant faces at Quola over her
sghoulder,

“Permit mwe, Betty,” Quoln suggest-
ed. "I think I know the trick-—"

In anothey I#enth the box was open,
the necklace Iy Its owner's hands.

“Merely my’ foollsh dellght to see
vou ngnin so soon, my dear. A hand
patted affectiénately one of Lydia's
flushed cheeka ns, relensed, breathless,
and wondering, she stepped back to
rendjust hgr hat,

“You're awfully good to me, Mrs.
Beggarstafl, But T can't stop a minute,
T've another errind to run for father—
he's very busy tonlght—"

“Another errnnd!" Betty Merrllees
parroted out of a mind perhaps par-
donably confused,

“Yes—I shao'n't be long, Father
usked me to bring that to youn:; but
promised to eall for me within an hour,
8o 1 wus to sttend to the other errand
first, and walt here with you for him.
But my taxical) broke down and—"

*Oraven coming here?" Betty Inter-
rupted Incredulously, but checked sud-
denly nt a look fromn Quoln.

“As soon as lie enn get away,"” Lydia
afirmed. "I wean, of course, wher-
ever you're reully stopping—"

“The Pluza."”

“That's Just across the way, I1so't 1t?
It's odd of him to make such a mis-
tnke. He sald the Margrave distinetly.
But T'll ask/fop you at the Plaza In
half an hyosg don't mind."

“Mind! On the contrary,” Mrs, Mer-
rilees said pleasantly, *I'll be delight-
ed. Tad, too, That will be fun—
rather! We'll have supper together—
all of us”

“And so—good night for thirty min-
utes," Lydla lnughed, *I must hurry.”

“Walt a minute,"” Peter put In, "I'm
off too, you know, and golng your way.”

“How do you know youn are!" Lydia
demanded, smillng back from the door-
way.

“Becauvse that's the way I'm golog™

“But I don't wnnt you now, Mr,
Troft—though I shall hope to see you
agnin in holf ao hour, Good-by."

The hall-door closed, leaving Peter
08 dashed ns Betty Merrllees was
thunderstruck, as Quoin was thought-
ful, as the smile of the Dowager Drag-
on was satirie,

There wuz a little paose,

“What," Peter demanded, “what do
yon know nbout thot?”

“After her, you loon," Quoln snapped,
waking up with n start. *“If Craven
told her to go somewhere else first,
be sure he never meant her to bring
that neckluce here. Don't you see?"

“Asg!" DPeter groaned, smiting his
forehend, “Why didn't I think?"' Belz-
Ing hnt and cont, he threw open
the door even as the elevator gate
clanged,

The car had dropped from sight be-
fore he reached the shaft, Planting a
thumb on the push-button, he educed
only n thin, persistent grumble from
the annupciator bell, steadily dimin-
ishing In volume as the car continued
wilfully to descend.

Infurinted, the young man commit-
ted the soul of the elevator attendant
to the pethermost depths of damnation
and, turning to the stalrway, plunged
down the flights in breakneck haste,
three steps ot o time,

Across the %by he sped as one
hounded by fu , and gelned the car-
ringe entrance barely n time to see n
taxicab pulling' away from the curb.

Peter guve se, affording midnight
wayfarers the Qiverting spectacle of a
beautifully arrayed young man—coat-
talls fiat to the wind and rain, top*coat
gstreaming wildly from one arm, the
other brandighing the dernler erl In
toppers—Iin mad, mute pursuit of a
self-contnined taxicab proceeding stol-
Idly about its buslness,

Happlly for Peter, its businesa in-
volved observance of traffic regula-
tions; and when it paused to give pre-
cedence to u Fifty-ninth street cross-
town car Peter caught up—if some-
thing more rudely than he had thought
to. Unable to check quickly on the
greasy asphalt, he skidded agalnst the
door with a crash,

“Hold hard!™>he begged  between

breaths. “Give me a chance]" +» -

But at the same tide: &d-' m
the door open, nnd—a cra
senkntion deserted his n:!ilst the tm
was Lydin, after alll ;

She greeted this bmthlui appar!-
tion with an inarticulate cry.

“You forgot something"” Petor
gasped In mpom. cllmbing In.

“What

“Me " he declared settling Into the
place by her side; then thrust his head
out of the door and punted, “It's all
right, driver. Cut along~—and don't go
too fast—sllppery pavements—'

“But, Mr, Traft—" Lydin expostu-
lnted.

Peter shut the door with a bang, and
the car, with an unobstructed way,
picked up wary heels nod stole on up
Fifth avenue,

(TO BE CONTINUED.)

MIGHT GET TWO EXTRA HOURS

Advocates of Daylight 8aving Could
Do It by Setting Alarms Ahead
ns Well as Clocks.

One good thing about compensntions
{8 thnt they are always ready to change
to sult clreumstances. That s, of
of course, what compensations nre for.
We have, therefore, no sooner made up
our. minds that we shall have to stay
at home with our back-yard gnrdens
this summer than we are confronted
by the suggestion that our clocks mny
be set ahead In order to give us an ex-
tra hour In the garden every evenlng,
says a writer In the Indlanapolis News.

It 18 easy enough to understand that
an hour in the garden every evening Is
worth many o day at a summer resort.
There s, to be sure, the difficulty of
getting up an hour earller every morn-
ing, but It would not really seem an
hour earller, Most of us do not lke
getting up In the morning. no matter
what time It Is, and an hour or so
mnkes no noticedble dilference at thut
time of day. As far as all that 1s con-
corned there may be some difference
of opinfon as to whether the clocks
ghould be set ahead In order to give
usa that hour In the evenlng or whether
the alarms on our clocks should be set
nhend In order to glve us the extra
hour In the morning. It looks on the
face of It ns though It might be pos-
glble to get two extra hours out of our
days.

Plants Arm Themselves.

Many plunts protect themselyves from
thelr enemlies by the use of splkes or
prickles, and venom, just as certain
animals do. Of those using the first-
named device to make themiseélves
“armed to the teeth” the bramble, the
gorse, and the holly are famillar In-
gtnnces. Among those which protect
themselves with venom as reptiles do
are the dendly nightshade, or bella-
donna, and the nux vomicn, Less de-
gtructively Inclined are those plants
which are slmply protected by thelr
dmngreeuh!o tuste., The common but-
tercup, which 1s one of these, Is gen-
erally shunned by horses and eattle.
A plant which, like the skunk, Is pro-
tected by a disngreeable smell 18 the
figworm. Only that hurdy and Insensi-
tive animal, the goat, will touch It

Bleeding Useful at Times.
=~ For ages one of the customs of
Chinese physiclons has been to thrust
fine needles Into the body to let out
palns and varlous malndles and It ap-
pears that bleeding In this way ls
often really useful. After long ob-
gervation m Chinn Dr. James Cantlie
reports himself so much Impressed
with the results that he has adopted
the procedure himself for certain
cases, Needling seems to lessen the
tenslon in the Inflimed part and to re-
lleve neuralglc and rhenmatic paios,
swelllng and stiffness from sprains and
fractures, and especially the Indefinite
hip palns usoally called sclatlea,

Freshet Preceding Drought.

“Phere seemed to be general rejole
tng over prohibition In Crimson
Guleh.”

“¥es," rcplled Broncho Bob; *the
boys looked forward to it with great
enthusiasm, They figured that there'd
be o tremendous amount of lquor that
the saloons would have to give away
just before they closed.”

Value of Lightning.

Bacon—It has been estimated by n
Berlin sclentlst that the commercinl
value of the electricity In a flash of
lightning lusting one Lhouundth of o
second 18 20 cents,

Egbert—And yet I guess If lt struck
you there'd be considerably more In It
for the doctor.

Her Retort.

“When Lear took his daughter to
task for her treatiment of him, she an-
gwered bhim with n popular saying.”

“What was it1"

“She sald: *Then go, father, and fare
worse,' "

Cuckoo Calls and Weldding Rings.

For a girl to dream of hearing the
cuckoo {8 sald to be a means whereby
she may ascertsln how many years
will elapse before she will wear a wed-

of
apswer to the pumber of times
ber

"!'ht nw-f' mmtod ﬂn'_ﬁﬁ‘

A Lost Caush,
The man who would rather be m-
ular than right usually winds up by
belng neither. :

d to show white elothes.
'gu-‘mﬁ:“ ll?lu.o dnu'lnh them
Irlnl.e Adv.

A Big Man.
“Her husband Is a blg man In the
show busliness”™
“That so? A producer?”
“No, Bouncer In a downtown bur
lesque thenter."

How's This ?
e offer Pm .00 for gny case of catarrh
I R R T T AR ncnn“’
CATA
MEDICINE is tuken Internnlly and
through the Blood on the Mucous
e —
0 ¥y dru 8 _for avlr ort,
Price 60, Testimoninls free, ke
F, J. Cheney & Co., Toledo, Ohlo,

Selective Draft.

Much amusement was caosed In the
house of commons by the official nd-
misslon that “by n regretable clerieal
error” the nntional service depart-
ment had notifled the spenker that
{hey proposed to transfer him to
new employment at Wolverhnmpton at
about one dollar, per day, with a week-
Iy war bonus of ' little more than a
doliur “on the ground that such em-
ployment was decmed of grenter na-
tlonal lmportence than that on which
he was now engaged."”

What He Wished.

Titles of books are confusing to
thosge who study them, and even more
80 to the parents who have to buy
them. A few days ago the Greencas-
tle publle schools opened, and 8, C.
Bayers of the store of Sayéra & Hnm-
fiton, was stunned for a few minutes
when a achool patron asked for
“Physle and Health and a Compound
Arithmetic,” He thought for a min-
ute nand handed the woman n “Physi-
ology and Health _and a Complete
A.rlthmeuc “—Indianapolls New:.

Real Fomlghl.. ;

“I am ofrald you do not practice
economy, my dear,” complained Mr,
KJjones,

" Hir wife cnst n contemptuous glance

Al him. “Come with me to the attle,”
she commanded. And he followed her
thither,

In the attle aim opened a trunk and
took out a bundle wrapped carefully In
tissue pnper. Tearing off the wrap-
pingd, she disclosed a lovely, fllmy
gown,

“That,” she said,
dress,”

“And do you call It economy to save
your wedding dress?’ he chortled.
“That's not economy, [t's sentimen-
tality. It would have been economy
to wear that dress and get its worth
out of Iit. Buat here it 1s no enarthly
gowl to you nor anybody else, Econo-
my! Huh!"

“That’s where you are wroog,” she
gnld, calmly. “I am saving that dress
for my next wedding."

That held him for a while,

“1s my wedding

A Iswsult Is the thief of time and
money.
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